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secure, and there was a wisp of smoke ascending from one of its
spacious chimneys.
The sight of this building gave No-man an indescribable thrill,
a sensation which, as he left the window and returned to his
bedroom to make sure he had put the "guard" in front of his
fire, he could not precisely analyse. When, where, and how had
he seen a building like that before, a half-ruined cottage that was
so much more than a cottage ? The strange glow of elation that
' the impression of it gave him remained with him as he descended
the three flights of narrow stairs.
"I am glad," he thought, "that I can see that house from my
window1" And the fatality that clings to these accidents of
what we chance to see from some new day-and-night abiding-
place fell upon him as he emerged into the street with a feeling
that for a while distracted him from his thoughts of Mona.
It was queer to come bolt up against the rush of traffic in this
lively thoroughfare after giving himself up so entirely to the
mysterious serenity of those water-meadows. The difference
came to him in one of those swift mental shocks the full sig-
nificance of which is so often obscure. It was as if he had been
initiated at that small window into some level of life, older,
deeper, less transitory and vulnerable, than the surface-appear-
ance of ordinary reality. Glancing up and down the street with
a view of taking the nearest turn southward, for he had already
discovered in what direction the cemetery lay, he noticed a turn
a few steps down the descending thoroughfare, the wall of
which seemed literally covered with friendly instructions-
Crossing the road and following the pavement down the hill, he
soon reached this turn. Yes! The directions on the wall told
him that this street led to the Palace Cinema and the Y.M.C.A.;
and finally informed him that this narrow road itself, winding
gradually southward, bore the name of Icen Way.
"God! I am in the right place!" muttered the history-
obsessed Dud, as he contemplated these romantic syllables.
"To think that a stone's throw from my own door I can enter
the Icen Way!"
As he followed this turn, up a picturesque narrow street, he
was faintly aware of a queer feeling that he was being treach-
erous to his substitute for Mona by thus setting out for the first
time to visit the real Mona's grave.
He had discovered on the previous day how the town was